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once again it was her old room, the room where
Mrs. Monnasett had died.

' I thought you would wish to be in the
same room/ said Jennifer, standing in the
doorway.

It was indeed the same room! In all these
years the wallpaper had not been changed.
Still there were those blue pagodas, there was
the tallboy that had seemed to her as a baby
so infinitely high, over the bed the blue tester
hangings and overlay, the bed itself with the
columns fluted and reeded and so charmingly
carved with acanthus leaves. There Mrs. Monn-
asett, with her yellow face, had lain, the candles
flickering in the breeze, her lips fixed in a sar-
donic smile. . . . The room of all Judith's life.
Nothing had occurred. Only yesterday she had
bent forward to find the little box. . . .

* I will leave you/ said Jennifer. * Come,
children. Aunt Judith will soon come down/
There was a new note in Jennifer's voice,
as though behind her words she was pleading
for something.

But Judith now could think only of Adam.
She undressed him and washed him. He would
hardly keep still. She held him naked in her
arms and kissed him. He lay back against her
watching the leaping flames of the fire. His
small dark head against her breast (he was quite
suddenly sleepy), he asked her questions.

c Is that gentleman my uncle? *

c Yes, dear/ Impossible to explain now why
and how he was not!